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Your Chick?! 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote that story for a friend of mine once and she loved it and said | should upload it. So here it is. Hope you 
enjoy iH c: 


Mary awoke groaning and turned around to that person, which was all snuggled up against her with one arm 
around her. She had definitively drunk too much last night, for she neither knew the young woman beside her, 
nor the tent in which they were lying. 

But the owner of the tent already awoke and smiled at her a bit puzzled but friendly: "Oh hi. | don't know you, | 
think. Or do |?" Mary smiled back: "No erm, lm Mary and | think | drank too much last night and went to the 
wrong tent" The other girl sat up a bit: "Oh don't worry, | know that. I'm Carol by the way. And | guess 
there's an amazing story behind ending up in the wrong tent..?" 

Mary tried to remember but just got bits.. But then she had a certain feeling in her jeans. She looked at Carol: 
"| lost my slip." 

The other laughed: "You what?" Mary checked her boobs-she was still wearing her bra: "I lost my fucking slip!" 
"How did you lose our slip?" "I uhm.." The brunette laughed nervously, "I exchanged it for that." And she 


showed her new friend a black leather bracelet with a red star on it. "Nice. An | guess there's a good story 


behind it" She looked at her curious. Mary snickered: "Well. a pretty wild one I'd say.." Carol was delighted: "I 
love wild stories! So you get a slip, | get us coffee and we're gonna meet back here in about IO minutes. And 
then | wanna hear your wild story!" 


Mary laughed as well: "Alright." 


They separated and Mary found her own tent just two further down the way. It was empty, even though 
Miszy should be inside, her friend with whom she was visiting this festival. 
She quickly changed clothes, wrote a notice for Miszy and went back to Carol's tent which was already waiting 


with coffee. They sat down in the sun in front of the shelter and Mary began to tell: 


So she's been visiting this festival with Miszy and had already seen a couple of good band, along with whom 
Velvet Revolver, her favorite band here. She could even talk a footboy into letting her bring the beer to the 
musicians and was a bit surprised how easy it was to get by the security guys. After she had given him a 
beer Dave Kushner showed her the bus that Duff and Slash shared and as firstly opened the door he quickly 
beckoned her in. They offered her some booze as well and a place on one of the beds. "So how did a pretty girl 
like you ended up bringing us alcohol?" Slash wanted to know now. Mary grinned: "Oh it's not my job, if you 
mean that. | just persuaded that guy to let me bring the drinks to you. | wanted to meet the guys whose 
music gives me goose pumps." Both men laughed and Duff asked further: "So you liked the show?" "Oh fuck 
yeah! | loved it! Totally the best act here! Although.. Not your best show.. sorry guys." Mary had to admit. 
Slash still grinned: "Wow you're honest. And right, it wasn't our best performance." Mary smiled back and they 
drank more and chatted about the festival until the young women pointed something out: "Why don't you have 
curtains around those beds? | mean, what if one of you brings a groupie back here and you wanna have some 
privacy..?" Duff laughed: "Darling we don't have big hopes for that anymore. We aren't getting any younger and 
there aren't really groupies around like back in the days. Now there're those fucking boy groups who're 
actually just presenting a good computer program." Mary disagreed: "| think every decent rock-girl that saw 
you on stage tonight would prefer you to any of those computer-tuned groups." She let herself back on her 
elbows and Duff lent down a bit: "Oh really? And are you a decent rock-girl?" Mary grinned: "I think so." Duff 
grinned even broader: "I think so too." And he lent fully down to kiss his young groupie. His kiss was fucking hot 
and Mary knew she wanted more for the night. As they parted Slash sat beside them and already started to 
kiss Mary wildly. 


It was just the really interesting part that she couldn't really remember, just the laughing and comments 
afterwards. Slash was ruffling his hair, grinning: "Damn Fucker that was a fine after-show party like back in 
the glory days." "It definitively was." Duff admitted as he fished something off the floor. Mary who already had 
put on her bra and top looked up: "Duff, could | have my panty please?" He looked at the panty, it was black 
and on the backside stood ‘Your chick?! and on the front ‘Oh yeah!', and begged: "Oh led me keep it please." He 
leant forward to murmur into her ear: "After all you've kinda been my chick tonight." Mary had to grin but 
didn't want to give in so easily: "If you get my panty what do | get?" So Duff took off his leather-bracelet and 
put it around her wrist: "That alright?" Mary thought it was really cool, and the thought that Duff McKagan 


wanted to keep her underwear was funny anyway so she gave in: "Yeah, alright” 


So Mary just put on her jeans and headed for the door which Slash opened for her. "It was a pleasure to meet 


you Honey!" the curlyhead grinned at her. She grinned back: "It was." She looked at Duff who held his trophy: 
"Thanks again. You gave me some faith in the youth of today." Mary laughed: "That's all | wanted to do." 


"Brilliant story!" Carol praised her. Mary grinned: "Thanks. | guess a brilliant night makes a brilliant story." Carol 
giggled: "Yeah... This way... | think | wouldn't have any problems either to lose my slip." Mary grinned even 
broader: "Yeah. It was so worth it!" 


